A Study of Communication in Short Stories by 鬼塚 雅子
A Study of Communication in Short Stories 
A Study of Communication in Short Stories 
  
短編小説におけるコミュニケーションに関する一考察 
 
ONIZUKA Masako 
鬼塚 雅子 
 
要旨 
 
英国の詩人で小説家のWalter de la Mareの作品は50～100年前に書かれたにも拘らず、
現在私たちが直面しているコミュニケーションのもたらす心の問題や社会現象―子離れで
きない親、過保護な親のために自立できない子ども、他人とコミュニケーションの取れな
い人、引きこもり、夫婦間の諍い、学校におけるいじめ、少年犯罪などを―テーマに取り
上げている。本稿では、このような時代を先取りした作品の中の短編小説をいくつか取り
上げ、登場人物たちの会話に焦点をあてて、コミュニケーションの生み出す様々な問題に
ついて論じる。さらに、その会話の中に見え隠れする真実を探る。また、波乱万丈とは程
遠い平穏な人生を送った作家がなぜ、未来を予想するような作品を書いたのか、当時は余
り関心をもたれなかったコミュニケーションの問題をなぜ彼はこれほどまで深く追求した
のかを考察する。 
 
 
Introduction 
 
Walter de la Mare, an English writer, was born in 1873 in Charlton, England, as the 
sixth child of James and Lucy Delamare.  His father, James died of cancer when he 
was four and his little sister was two.  After his father’s death, his mother went 
through hardships to provide a good education for the three boys.  As for Walter de la 
Mare, he entered a choir-school at St Paul’s Cathedral when he was ten, but at sixteen 
he left school and had to work.  In his childhood he was a bookworm and had a keen 
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eye and a rich imagination. He also played vigorously outside with his sisters and 
brothers.  This ordinary boy grew up and was hired in 1890 as a junior clerk in the 
Statistics Department of the Anglo-American Oil Company. He married at twenty-six 
and had two sons, two daughters and eventually eleven grandchildren.  
A very gentle person, his life held very little in the way of thrill or adventure. His 
works are, however, haunted by a dark or mysterious atmosphere; many of his 
characters, both adults and children, who are strange or eccentric, spend their lives in 
solitude.  We are deeply impressed by his stories where he focuses his energies on 
detailed psychological and scenic descriptions rather than dramatic plots or thrilling 
scenes.  His works, which were written about fifty to one hundred years ago, deal 
with various mental problems or social phenomena that we still face today: children 
staying indoors, men keeping aloof from others, parents who cannot let their children 
become free of their supervision, children who cannot become independent of their 
parents, quarrels between fickle husbands and wives, suicide and juvenile delinquency.  
Therefore, some of his works were disparaged as too dark when they were first 
published, but now they rank among the finest, as Theresa Whistler says.1
In this paper, I will deal with some of de la Mare’s short stories which anticipate 
what would happen in the future (his future means our present) and will consider 
various problems communication has brought about, centering on the conversations of 
his main characters.  Their conversations, which are only fragments of what they 
think, are hedged with doubts and uncertainties, sometimes with madness and secrets.  
I will also explore the truth hidden in these conversations in the short stories. 
 
 
I  Warped Communication 
 
About seventy to one hundred years ago, children anywhere had to obey adults, 
especially their parents, without question and were bound by various rules.  The 
children were never permitted to express their own opinions or thoughts or to have 
doubts about what adults said.  If they did so, they were regarded as rebellious 
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children and were scolded or punished. Since fathers at home and teachers at schools 
had absolute powers, some small-hearted children would have cowered when they 
were only before their fathers or teachers, as can be seen in the following passages 
quoted from “The Magic Jacket”: 
 
Then, the moment I [the boy named Andrew] saw his [Andrew’s father] black 
hat above the hedge, or heard his key in the lock, I would scuttle away like a 
frightened rabbit.  If we were left alone together, I would sit as glum as a 
cold plum-duff pudding. . . .  If he asked me a question, every word would fly 
out of my head, like rooks at a rattle.  The mere look of me at such times－
fumbling and stammering－made him angry.  The more angry he grew the 
more tongue-tied and lumpish grew I, and that would set my poor mother 
weeping.2
 
‘Now Schooling.  Well, I went to school like most boys of my age.  It was 
what is called a Private School, and the headmaster’s name was Smiles; and 
his name was not only where his smiles began but also ended. From the 
instant my father led me into his stuffy back-room, this Mr. Smiles took me 
for a Dunce.  One glance at my sheepish mottled face . . . was enough for 
that.  And as dunce he treated me almost until we parted.3
 
The above-mentioned scenes were commonplace in many homes and schools those 
days.  The cowering child would be unable to say anything or would not fully convey 
what he thought for fear of his father or teacher.  Such awkward speech and behavior 
exhibited by the boy named Andrew is liable to cause misunderstanding between 
children and adults. 
 
‘My father . . . began to think I was stupid on purpose.  . . . , he was 
impatient with anything else, and particularly with me, his own son.  . . . .  
And I have never yet met a father who enjoyed being told that he could not 
understand his own son.4
 
This father-son relationship is not so unusual, but the mother-son relationship looks a 
little abnormal, because “alone with [his mother], and at peace, [he] wanted nothing 
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else and could chatter away like a grasshopper.”5
 
She [Andrew’s mother] wasn’t any age at all.  We might have been a couple 
of brothers or sisters－old cronies, as you might say.  We could hardly tell 
each other apart－except when my father was by.  . . . .  The truth is 
perhaps that being so much alone with my mother, and as contented in her 
company, at least in those first few years, . . . , I became a bit of an 
apron-string child.  She did not much care for going out, and she had a 
mighty small opinion of any young Two-Legs in the street except that one 
she herself had brought into the world, so I was only allowed to play with any 
small Tom, Dick, or Harry belonging to our neighbours provided I never went 
beyond view of her bedroom window.6
 
While the boy has a lack of communication with his father and other people, he has no 
such problem with his mother as if “what she and [he] chattered about . . . , would fill 
a book.”7  His communication with others amounts to practically nothing.  The 
noncommunication with his father and others and the passionate communication only 
with his mother lead the child to the odd habit of talking to himself.  And besides he 
is often shunned or teased by the schoolboys as follows: 
 
‘I hated school.  I hated learning.  And as I was told to go straight home 
the moment my lessons were over, I was never much of a favourite with the 
other boys.  They took me for a molly-coddle, and called me Tallow-candy.8
 
To put it another way, had it not been for his father’s lack of understanding and his 
mother’s overprotection, the child would have communicated with others more clearly 
and more often.  The same situation or problem applies to the children of today.  
Lack of balanced communication and overprotection have deprived children of 
independence and brought about the domestic violence, the refusal to attend school, 
and bullying in schools. 
Fortunately Andrew could observe himself objectively.  Soon he came to notice the 
true self hidden in himself, that is, the power which had been sleeping inside.  Then, 
he got a jacket which he believed was a magic jacket.  Wearing the jacket, he could 
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communicate with anyone and express his own opinion clearly－it may be right to call 
his power his ability and intention.  It would have been too late if he had been 
completely crushed by his father or teacher, but he narrowly escaped the worst and 
managed to take a step toward independence.  Needless to say, the jacket is not 
magic; it is what is called a chance.  Any child can show what he can do if he is given 
a timely chance. Therefore, for Andrew, the jacket must have been good luck until he 
grew up.  Now, Andrew, who is Admiral Rumbold, gives the jacket to a poor boy who 
has a desire to be a painter, wishing good fortune to call on the boy.  The boy cannot 
communicate with others well, either, just as Andrew could not do when he was a 
child.  
In general, the self is another who is immanent in one person.  The self exists in 
relation between oneself and others; the self itself cannot exist independently.  
Therefore, we may say that Andrew’s talking to himself is a kind of self-interaction.  
Although he could see, talk to, and realize only himself, he could communicate with 
others after all.   
Moreover, this short story tries to convey to readers the fact that miscommunication 
can become a deadly weapon; an adult’s thoughtless words can hurt a child.  In those 
days, most parents tended to think they were allowed to say or do anything to their 
own children; the human rights of children were not yet recognized.  The following 
serves as an example: 
 
‘Then one night I overheard my mother and father talking.  . . . , and I 
heard my father say: “He is not only half-witted, but as limp and flabby as a 
rag doll－and what’s more, here’s that bladder-of-lard, schoolmaster Smiles, 
saying exactly the same thing . . . .”  . . . .  And I awoke next morning 
remembering what my father had said as distinctly as if it had been tattooed 
into my skin.9
 
It seems reasonable to suppose that this is the worst effect caused by one-way 
communication, because human communication needs both sides－the sender and the 
receiver, who make, send, receive, and send back information to each other. 
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A girl named Susan received from a housekeeper more malicious words than Andrew 
did and was badly hurt.  Susan, whose father was dead and mother had gone abroad 
to recover from an illness, was sent to her Uncle James’ house.  She was not allowed 
to play with the village children; she was a solitary child.  Since her old uncle was 
seriously ill, his old housekeeper called Miss Jemima had Susan in her charge. Miss 
Jemima seemed to hate children and never cared much for Susan, or rather, she 
always had an arrogant manner toward Susan and scolded her unsparingly.  It 
cannot be denied that there was something saucy and stubborn about Susan, who 
sometimes answered back.  To Miss Jemima, Susan was an unendearing child.  The 
words Susan exchanged with her show a fierce conflict in communication, as can be 
seen in the following passage:  
 
‘ “Do you really think, James,” she [Miss Jemima] said to my [Susan’s] 
uncle, “we should allow the child to grow up a dainty little minx like that?  
Now, see here, Miss, you will just stay there until you have, eaten up the 
whole of that slice on your plate.” 
‘ “Well, then, Miss Jemima,” I said pertly, “I shall stay here till I am 
eighty.” 
‘ “Hold your tongue,” she cried out at me, her eyes blazing. 
‘ “I can’t bear the horrid──” I began again, and at that she gave me such a 
slap on my cheek that I overbalanced, and fell out of my chair.  . . . . “And 
now,” she said, “sit there till you are eighty!”10
 
It was when Miss Jemima uttered the word “sorceress” that Susan plunged into a 
state of shock and terror. 
 
‘ “Look into my face, you wicked child,” she [Miss Jemima] whispered, . . . .  
‘ “There’s a lying look in your eyes!” cried Miss Jemima.  “. . . .  Do you 
hear me, miss?  Miserable little so ceress that you are!” r
‘The word seemed to flame up in my mind as if it had been written in fire 
on smoke; . . . . 
‘ . . . .  I cried so that not even a mouse could have heard me.  Every other 
thought was now out of my mind . . . but that of getting away from the house 
for ever.  One thing I could not forget, however.  And that was the word 
－122－ 
A Study of Communication in Short Stories 
“sorceress”.  It terrified me far more than I can tell you.11
 
The word “sorceress” cut deeply into the little girl’s soul.  In the eyes of a third party, 
however, Miss Jemima’s following words are far worse. 
 
“But you will understand that this is my house now.  I am telling your 
mother how bad a child you are making yourself, and . . . stubborn and 
ungrateful beings like yourself.  But she will be sorry, I think, to hear that it 
was your wickedness that brought that poor kind body [Susan’s uncle] to its 
grave over there.  . . . .”12
 
It is unforgivable for Miss Jemima to put the blame for Uncle James’ death on Susan, 
who was only nine at the time and had been suffering from strong homesickness and 
solitude. Susan perceived Miss Jemima’s hatred and wickedness not only from her 
words but also from her cold glances and attitude.  That proves clearly that 
communication usually contains a look and an expression.  Miss Jemima, who was 
not satisfied with malicious words, meted out physical punishments: standing in the 
corner, being sent to bed, a slap, and being alone in her bedroom with only a stale 
crust of bread and a glass of water.  It is, however, no wonder that these punishments 
were permitted in those days.  Susan, who is in her old age, tells her granddaughter, 
looking back upon bygone days: “Do you suppose she [Miss Jemima] would have been 
as harsh to me if I hadn’t hated her?  And now she lies there too, and I never had her 
forgiveness either.”13  As for Miss Jemima, just like other adults, she must have had a 
firm belief that children should unquestioningly obey adults and should always be 
well-behaved and she also may have intended to teach Susan manners in place of her 
mother.  In addition, Miss Jemima might have thought that she herself was not 
different from ordinary housekeepers, because she inherited Uncle James’ house after 
his death.  On the other hand, Susan might have had a high opinion of herself, 
thinking that Miss Jemima was a mere housekeeper, a kind of servant.  If Susan was 
born today, she would be regarded as an outgoing child, because she can clearly 
express her own opinion.   
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Susan’s miscommunication with Miss Jemima caused hatred in Susan’s mind; in her 
misery and resentment, she took refuge in the churchyard which was one of the places 
strictly forbidden her to play in.  In the churchyard, sitting on a tombstone, she saw a 
very small face with golden hair over its wild greenish eyes.  Susan soon realized it 
was lovely but dangerous.  The face (probably a fairy’s), however, could be seen only 
by Susan and could not enter the church.  It could not approach Susan while she was 
in the church.   
 
‘ . . . .  The face was not smiling, and she did not appear to see me.  And yet 
I knew she knew that I was there.  And though I did not think she minded 
my being there, I felt more frightened than I had ever been in my life.  My 
mouth opened; I was clutching tight the grass on either side.  And I saw 
nothing else as I started into that face.’14
 
She was intensely afraid of the face or fairy while she “had been longing to follow 
wherever she might lead.”15  Finally Susan prayed desperately, and the face 
disappeared.  What was this face?  It is likely that the face is the wicked part of 
Susan’s own spirit.  In other words, it is like a reflection in the mirror.  That’s why 
Susan was so frightened, seeing the look of evil and hatred in the fairy’s face when 
Miss Jemima was approaching the church.  The self is something no one ever wants 
to confront. 
The antagonism between Susan and Miss Jemima never died down.  The face 
appeared when Susan reached the limits of her patience and disappeared when she 
calmed herself by praying to God for help.  And it did not appear again after her 
mother, who she had long waited for, came for her. We can be fairly certain that Susan 
soon recovered her composure and her anxiety vanished.  
Nicholas, as well as Susan, stayed with another family, apart from his father and 
mother, and was hurt by a housemaid.  Nicholas, who was called Nick, stayed at Mrs 
Orchardson’s house for a short time.  Since her little baby was seriously sick, he was 
left almost entirely alone, with nobody to say a word to, except Esther, the 
parlourmaid.  Nick was perfectly sure that her baby would not die, though he could 
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not “tell whence [the] assurance came.  It may have been the fruit of a child’s natural 
intuition; or even of his exquisite eyesight－experienced, as it would seem, to see 
through, and not only on the surface.”16  Esther, however, could not accept his 
assurance at all.  Thus, she labeled Nick a bad boy, because he never grieved for the 
suffering baby.  When Esther accused Nick of feeling no pity for the baby, he retorted 
and they exchanged fierce words in a very harsh tone as follows: 
 
At last she [Esther] . . . looked at me [Nick] as if no tongue could express her 
hatred. 
‘And don’t you feel no pity for that poor suffering mite upstairs, you 
obstinate boy?’ she asked me in a low compressed voice.  I merely stared at 
her without answering, and she had to turn her eyes away.  . . . .  
‘Is this the time for building and Noah’s-Arking,’ she almost shouted in my 
ear . . . . 
‘You little imp!’’  . . . .  I knew she was staring at me, and hating me for not 
caring what she said.  . . . .  The blood seemed to rise up in my body and I 
could hear my own voice growing more insolent and trumpeting every 
moment.  . . . . 
‘You are a little devil incarnate; that’s what you are,’ she screamed at 
me, . . . . ‘A little devil.  You ought never to have been allowed in a Christian 
house.  It’s Tophet and the roaring flames that you’re bound for, my young 
man.  You’ve murdered that poor mite.  You mark my words!’  
I was so much enraged at this . . . . 
‘You’re a beast,’ I bawled at her . . . .  ‘You’re a filthy beast.  And I don’t 
mind where I go, so long as you aren’t there.  Not a－not a dam.’ 
. . . I saw her eyes change, and her lips stiffen . . . .  ‘You wait, Master 
Nicholas; you wait!  For that vile horrid word!  You wait!  The master shall 
hear of that.’ 
I laughed at her sneeringly.  ‘. . . you’re a stupid hairy woman.  And I 
think you’re hateful.’ 17
 
Unlike Susan, Nick was not beaten.  This is not only because Nick was a spirited boy, 
but because Esther, a young parlourmaid, was in a weak position, unlike Miss Jemima 
who managed the household.  Nick was brave, moreover he frightened us, because 
“[he] thought how [he] would kill Esther; and how [he] would kick her body when she 
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was dead.”18  Then he hated everything he looked at, however, he did not kill her.  
Many children as well as most adults have hatred in their minds.  All human beings 
are capable of thinking cruel things.  If Nicholas practiced what he thought－he 
murdered, they would remind us of the children of today who commit crimes.  
Nicholas’ hatred, however, subsided soon after Esther ran out of the room, and he 
prayed for forgiveness (and implored God to let him take its sufferings or to die 
instead of the baby).  It follows from this that Nicholas’ violent words are only a 
defense against heartless adults. 
Susan, who had been emotionally unstable, was put at ease by her mother’s 
appearance; Nick’s anger was cooled down by a soothing talk with Mrs Orchardson 
whose baby miraculously recovered from a serious illness.  If his communication with 
Esther is likened to a raging fire, his communication with Mrs Orchardson would be a 
calm body of water.  Nick looks quite another person in the two instances.  Still, for 
all that, we cannot form a hasty conclusion that Mrs Orchardson can understand Nick 
perfectly.  
 
‘Why,’ I said, ‘she’s [Mrs Orchardson’s baby is] much better.’ 
. . . . ‘You knew it; you knew it?  You precious holy thing!  . . . . ’  . . . .  
‘I never can say how, Mrs Orchardson;’ . . . ‘but I was quite sure, you know.  
I don’t think grown-up people understand.’ 
‘And I don’t, either,’ she said . . . . 
‘I hadn’t a notion that you had been unhappy.  Indeed, indeed I hadn’t.  
Blind selfish creature that I am.  . . . .’ 
And at that I could refrain my self-righteousness and self-commiseration 
no longer.19
 
Nick did not require being perfectly understood by grown-up people.  He would have 
been satisfied with just kind words, strictly speaking, with mutual communication and 
consideration. 
In “Lucy”, the heroine, Jean Elspeth is not an only child, but a woman of good sense
－one of the “elderly ladies.”20  She is young in spirit.  Jean Elspeth, whose father 
and mother are dead, cannot communicate well with her two elder sisters, Euphemia 
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and Tabitha,  
 
Now in Stoneyhouse nobody . . . ever talked much.  . . . except at meals 
they so seldom opened their mouths.  And never to sing.21
Jean Elspeth had not meant to be frivolous.  . . . .  Whenever she said 
anything to anyone－anything that came from the very bottom of her heart
－she always made a muddle of it.22
 
What the above passages make clear at once is that, Tabitha, the second sister, who is 
ill-natured, doesn’t understand Jean Elspeth’s feelings or good will.  Euphemia, the 
eldest sister, has withdrawn into her shell and won’t easily open her heart to anyone.  
Jean Elspeth is the type of person who cannot say sensible things and whose words 
are liable to cause misunderstanding and to make others angry or disgusted.  I 
suppose that Jean Elspeth’s blunders are due to insufficient communication in 
everyday life and immoderate consideration by others, especially her sisters.  Since 
she had no one to play with or talk to, Jean Elspeth had to create a make-believe 
friend for a companion.  This friend is Lucy, who she made up when she was only 
seven. “And whenever she began wool-gathering Lucy was sure to seem more real to 
her than at any other time.”23  “Lucy was nothing but gentleness and grace.  The 
least little glimpse of her was like hearing a wild bird singing . . . .”24  Thanks to Lucy, 
lonely Jean Elspeth could find peace of mind and endure Tabitha’s sarcastic remarks.   
One day, however, the three sisters were declared ruined and all the servants and 
gardeners were let go.  Jean Elspeth, who had grown up in comfortable circumstances, 
had to do all the housework, because Euphemia was so frail and Tabitha had slow, 
clumsy hands.  Though she slaved from morning till night, she was so happy to 
realize that she was more useful than “ten superior parlour-maids would have been.”25  
Strangely enough, Lucy disappeard as Jean Elspeth got busy.  She no longer had time 
to talk with Lucy and did not need to have a friend to comfort her.   
These four characters from the preceding stories have mysterious experiences that 
no other person could ever have, because of the convoluted or insufficient 
communication.  Andrew could show his hidden power when he wore a magic jacket; 
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Susan saw a beautiful but horrible face; Nick felt a firm belief that the inherent power 
of the bowl could save the dying baby (“It seemed impossible that the clear shallow 
water in its [the bowl’s] shadowy deeps should not wash all taint of sickness away.”26); 
Jean Elspeth played with a phantom girl named Lucy.  They all feel lonely though 
they have a family.  In other words, they are poor at communicating with others 
including family members.  That is because of their home background which is short 
of love or consideration.  Fortunately, each of the four has help－the magic jacket, the 
mother’s return, the baby’s recovery from sickness, a busy life.  If they had no help or 
support, they would become selfish people who have escaped from realities.  At the 
worst, they might have gone out of their minds or committed crimes.  
The four short stories and their heroes or heroines make us aware of the importance 
of a home environment where there is adequate communication and love. 
 
 
Ⅱ Children Who Cannot Communicate with Others 
 
The social phenomenon of an only son sticking close to his mother as if they were 
lovers as a result of her overprotection and interference, as I mentioned in chapterⅠ, 
reflects an aspect of the present society where the number of children per family is 
decreasing year by year.  Therefore, one can safely state that “The Magic Jacket” and 
“A Nose” whose lead characters cannot communicate with others with the exception of 
their mothers or parents, are in the forefront of a new era.  “The Magic Jacket” was 
first published in 1933 and “A Nose” in 1925.  Andrew in “The Magic Jacket”, who at 
first was a shy and timid mommy’s boy, came to communicate with others and became 
active and positive in his childhood, while Samuel in “A Nose” had a limited number of 
persons to talk with until he lost his parents when he was thirty-five: his father and 
mother, their old servant, the two shop-assistants, and his four aunts. 
Samuel, called Sam Such, was overprotected by his mother, who took his wicked 
great-aunt at her words and became possessed with the idea that his son’s nose was 
made of wax.  Since it is impossible that a human nose is made of wax, we can 
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interpret this short story as a humorous fable which depicts how foolishly the mother 
has brought up her physically deficient child.  Even today, some mothers with 
physically deficient children, however small their handicap may be, treat their 
disorder exaggeratedly and desperately protect them as follows: 
 
But being an only child his mother treasured him [Samuel] beyond words.  
And above all things she was anxious, of course, that not only his nose but 
also his feelings should be protected from all possible hurt.  . . . .  Sam was 
therefore kept as close at home as a bullfinch in its cage. 
Again and again his anxious aunts . . . did their utmost to persuade Mrs. 
Such to let little Sam be and do as do and are other small boys of his age.  
They reasoned and argued with her, . . . .  And Mrs. Such, poor soul, had no 
more words in her mouth than a fish.27
 
We understand her feelings, but also pity her and at the same time there is something 
comical about what she says or does.  
Since Sam was brought up like a plant in a greenhouse, it was no wonder that his 
school life was miserable. 
 
. . . the whole school was dancing around him . . . to the tune of ‘Nosey Such.’  
All the way home that morning he was followed by horrid little urchins . . . 
chanting in catlike chorus: . . . .28
 
If Sam had been brave enough to respond to the taunting, that is to say, he tried to 
communicate with his schoolboys voluntarily, he would not have been made fun of by 
them.  But he did not know what to communicate and therefore he could not talk 
back.  His mother, owing to her blind love for her son, sent a letter to Sam’s 
school-mistress, mentioning by name all the boys who had treated him so illy and 
demanded absurd conditions to preserve his nose: “He was never to attend school on 
days when the sun was shining.  He was to be kept at home during the months of May, 
June, July, August and September.  In Winter he was never to sit within six paces of 
the fire.  And whenever the temperature of the schoolroom rose above 62˚ he was to 
sit in the passage.”29  While these conditions Mrs. Such made were truly ridiculous, 
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the school-mistress’s answer was cold.  We are surprised that the school does not feel 
any responsibility at all and labels Sam a black sheep and a dull boy. 
 
‘Dear Mrs. Such . . . .  There are, too, black sheep in every school, however 
well conducted it may be, as there area also in some families.  . . . Samuel 
himself was not without blame in the matter.  Eve y new pupil has to 
endure a little teasing; . . . . 
r
‘He is excessively backward, though not, I [the school-mistress] think, a 
hopelessly stupid boy, and he is handicapped by having been kept so much at 
home.  He has the pallid waxen appearance of a child who hasn’t enough 
fresh air, . . . .30
   
Anyway, we have a parent escaping from reality and a school shirking its 
responsibility－neither made efforts to settle Sam’s trouble.  This bears resemblance 
to unsettled bullying in schools today.  
Well then, what could his father have done for his son?  His father had been 
occupied in his trade. The mother who had clung to her son until she died and the 
father who had had little sense of responsibility of disciplining and educating his son－
they are exactly no better than some parents of today who are worried about their 
children. Couldn’t they have found some way to help settle of Sam’s trouble?  Here, 
we should notice that the author gives a hint: “Now if only Sam’s mother had had a 
tinge more courage; if only Sam’s father had not been so easily led by his own far from 
wax-like nose, they might have been wiser parents; they might have treated Sam’s 
trouble with a little more simple commonsense.”31 “Now, if, perhaps, his father had 
been less occupied in his trade and could have had entirely his own way with his small 
son, Sam would have led a less solitary life.”32  What the author, Walter de la Mare 
says is quite a sound argument, but the story develops differently. 
It is noteworthy that Sam was unlikely to miss human companionship after his 
parents died. “Books were still his hobby.  . . . .  Books, indeed, were all but his only 
company, for he had very few acquaintances and not one intimate friend.”33  Sam was 
not young and inherited every penny of his father’s fortune.  Thus, he didn’t have to 
work for a living, had no need to communicate with others and could enjoy his solitary 
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life.   
One day by accident he heard his wicked great-aunt, who said that his nose was 
made of wax at the christening feast, died at the age of ninety-nine.  Just then, as if a 
curse placed by a wicked fairy godmother in the old stories disappeared, Sam spoke to 
a woman he had never met of his own accord.  The short story ends when it hints that 
he may open up to others and have communication with them in the future.  “A Nose” 
is rather sentimental and humorous, but its end is not so bad, because its beginning is 
similar to a fairy tale.   
Contrary to Andrew and Samuel, there are boys who spent some years without 
communicating with others, being left alone by their parents or guardians.  They 
were aware of being in an odd situation and outgrew what they were before.  The 
experiences they had in their solitary childhood, however, never fade away.  That is 
why some of de la Mare’s short stories are told by old narrators in the form of their 
reminiscences.  “Miss Jemima” and “The Bowl” and “Miss Duveen” which I will 
consider next fall under this type. 
Susan in “Miss Jemima” and Nick in “The Bowl” were left alone for several days or 
weeks, while Tom in “Visitors” and Arthur in “Miss Duveen” for several years.  Tom 
enjoyed being alone because his physical disorder－his left arm was paralyzed－made 
playing with other boys difficult. Arthur was never cared for by his grandmother 
because his parents had married against her will and died.  These two boys had 
common points: they had vivid imaginations and keen observation, and seldom had 
the company of children.  Since they had spent every day without communicating 
with others, they nearly fell into a dangerous situation. 
Tom made up stories and enjoyed telling them to himself even when there was no 
one to listen them.  “And when his sister Emily died he seemed to get into the habit of 
mooning and daydreaming more than ever.”34  Tom had steeped himself in reverie or 
daydream; he didn’t accept others into his fancy world.  He had gone too far into a 
perilous situation where he could not discriminate between reality and fancy.  In 
other words, he cut off communication with the outside world.  Thanks to the love and 
advice of his old nurse Alice he was able to pull himself out of the dangerous situation.  
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Since she had been the only person who supported and understood him, he sometimes 
met with her.  Her advice was appropriate for him: “You think too much already.  . . . 
one didn’t ought to keep on thinking about such things.  Not keep on, . . . .  How 
would the world go round, . . . , if we was all of us up in the clouds all day.”35  It 
should also be added that he always turned his attention to his future, because he 
“loved also to brood on what might happen to him in the future; . . . .”36  And strange 
to say, the two strange birds he saw by accident gave him a suggestion that he was 
going to travel.  This made him start to seriously turn his eyes to his real life－life 
itself is a kind of journey.  In fact, in his early twenties Tom went by ship to a 
far-away country from which he was never to come back.   
Arthur in “Miss Duveen” heard more talking of the river waters than of any human 
tongue.  “And if [he] conversed with anybody, it would be with [himself] or with [his] 
small victims of the chase.”37  But we cannot reproach him for being a cruel boy.  In 
later years, he reflects on his younger days: “. . . though if I had lived on for many 
years in this primitive and companionless fashion, I should surely have become an 
idiot.  As a matter of fact, I was unaware even that I was ridiculously old-fashioned－
manners, clothes, notions, everything.”38  His grandmother never cared for him; it 
seemed to him that the servants were of another class.  So he was left alone.  It is no 
wonder that he accepted the acquaintanceship of his remarkable neighbour, Miss 
Duveen willingly－at first.  In those days, most people had a prejudice against those 
with mental disorders, and children were not even permitted to approach such people, 
much less meet and talk with them on a regular basis.  We suppose that Arthur did so 
because of his innocence and longing for company.  Arthur had communication with 
Miss Duveen, but it was, if anything, one-way conversation.  She often talked 
one-sidedly and he sometimes couldn’t understand her words which lacked coherence. 
When autumn came, the river between his grandmother’s house and Miss Duveen’s 
was swollen with heavy rain, which made coming and going difficult.  In addition, her 
condition took a turn for the worse and he seldom so much as saw her.  
 
Sometimes Miss Duveen would sit beside me[Arthur], apparently so lost in 
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thought that I was clean forgotten.  . . . .  Once she stared me blankly out of 
countenance . . . .  But often we met like old friends and talked.39  
I did not, and yet, perhaps, very vaguely I did see the connection in this 
rambling statement.40
Sometimes it was not Miss Duveen that was a child again, but I that had 
grown up.41
 
Thus, as a natural result their strange one-way communication became extinct.  
After that they sometimes waved to one another across the river, but he began to see 
they were ridiculous friends, “especially as she came now in ever dingier and absurder 
clothes.  She even looked hungry, and not quite clean, as well as ill; and she talked 
more to her phantoms than to [him] when once [they] met.”42  This refers to Arthur’s 
mental growth.   
Tom was helped to grow up normally by Alice; Arthur by Miss Duveen.  The two 
women, who are weak company in communication, helped the two boys avoid taking 
the wrong course in life as advisers and as examples of what not to become.  Sam, 
Tom and Arthur were a little slow in making new friends, to be sure, but they are 
essentially different from the children of today who are poor in dealing and 
communicating with others.  The children of today, whose parents are often absent or 
seldom at home, watch videos or play computer games alone in their own rooms for 
hours.  The boys and girls I have mentioned in this paper, on the other hand, 
commune with nature, read a lot of books, and enjoy daydreaming just like the young 
Walter de la Mare.  While they are certainly poor in communicating with others, they 
never interfere with others.  And yet, they always observe other people.  Thus, we 
see they are, in fact, deeply interested in others.  
What kind of adult would these boys and girls have become if they had grown up 
without any advice or help?  The answer is humorously shown in “The Dutch Cheese.”  
John, who has a very stubborn heart, fears and hates fairies.  The more he fears and 
hates them, the more they pester him.  The fairies, who are sly, gay-hearted and 
mischievous, are always trying to charm John’s dear sister Griselda away, partly for 
mischief and partly for love.  To put it plainly, they just want to play with and talk 
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with Griselda－to communicate with her.  They have no hidden intentions.  They 
only mock John because he shuts her up in fear and anger.  We pity John who is 
worried about the fairies’ mischief, but at the same time, he makes us laugh.   
Whether we can communicate with fairies or not depends on our humor and 
imagination.  A stubborn person can neither communicate with fairies nor with 
human beings.  The fairies are the same as little children who cause some mischief to 
turn their parents’ or other adults’ attention to them.  It is more childish of John to 
get seriously angry with the fairies.  Moreover, John cannot communicate with 
anyone.  Since he is convinced that both his father and mother had been taken away 
by fairies, he fears that he would be left completely alone if his sister was taken away 
too. 
To the contrary, Griselda is kind and generous to everyone and is loved by the fairies.  
The same may be said if the fairies are replaced by children.  It is because children 
love kind people.  After all, whether we can communicate with others or not depends 
upon your frame of mind.   
Finally, John could contain himself no longer and flung peas and water in the faces 
of the fairies!  The next morning, the peas had grown into a dense green wall which 
surrounded John’s cottage.  Trapped in his cottage, John is both pitiful and funny.  It 
is also noteworthy that this short story ends when the round Dutch cheese which John 
threw at the faces of the fairies crashes upon his head.  In a sense, the fairies suggest 
society or the public eye that is curious but neither malicious nor generous.  We 
cannot neglect society, even though it is so unpleasant.  John, who had been 
estranged from society as an outsider, finally became completely isolated by the wall of 
peas he himself flung.  This act of flinging peas shows his attitude that he will reject 
keeping company with other people－discommunication; the wall of peas shows the 
cold response of society.  Here, we remember that one must reap what one has sowed.  
Today, there are more than a few people who are confined in mental barrier they 
cannot leave.  John is representative of people who are suffering from solitude 
because they cannot communicate with others.  It was fortunate that John was struck 
by a harmless object such as a cheese.  If the same affair happened today, people 
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would meet with a far more miserable accident that would perhaps cause bodily injury,  
mental disorder, bullying at school, or a sudden dismissal. 
 
 
Ⅲ The Truth in the Communication 
 
Some of de la Mare’s short stories are occupied by the dialogues between a listener 
and a speaker.  Although there is something inconsistent in their dialogues, readers 
can perceive the truth which is flickering between the lines.   
“The Stranger” consists of dialogues between a mother and her daughter named 
Sheelagh, who is a girl in her early teens.  In short, this work is a short play.  The 
play opens with the lines of the mother scolding her daughter.  Sheelagh came home 
late because she rode past her station, absorbed in talking to a male stranger.  The 
mother, who is very anxious about her daughter’s safety, questions her closely, while 
Sheelgh, who is little aware of having done wrong, answers her mother frankly.  Her 
pointless speech irritates her mother.  This scene can be seen at any home. The truth 
the mother has been keeping secret, however, appears here and there as we go on 
reading.  There are no words which prove the secret conclusively, but the mother’s 
pregnant words and restless manner coupled with the stranger’s significant questions 
and gentle manner suggest that the stranger used to be the mother’s lover, namely, he 
is Sheelagh’s real father.  The first impression Sheelagh got from the stranger can be 
an important suggestion: 
 
Sheelagh: O, Mother!  All those questions.  I don’t think I’ve ever seen him 
before.  And yet－I don’t know quite how to describe the feeling.  
How can one tell?  For certain?  I may have.43.
 
Sheelagh felt the gentleness and warm-heartedness in the stranger’s eyes as soon as 
she met him: “I agree, Mother, he did stare rather.  But not a bit in a horrid way.”44  
The odd questions the strange man asked Sheelagh are quite different from those of a 
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man who has some ulterior motive for girls.  He asked Sheelagh what she would like 
to do when she left school and whether she was happy.  His most significant question 
was whether Sheelagh had a school-fellow named Willing, which is her mother’s 
maiden name!  At the moment, we readers think he may be Sheelagh’s real father.  
The man did not reveal his name and occupation, but his words included the anxiety 
he feels about his daughter’s happiness. On the other hand, Sheelagh sensitively 
perceived her real father’s affection, though she had not noticed the truth yet. In brief, 
the communication involves not only words but also voice, tone, manner, and look.  
 
Sheelagh: . . . .  He looked at me as though he were waiting for me to go on.  
Then he turned away and then smiled at me again, as if we were 
old friends.  And that is true, Mother, isn’t it?  I mean, some 
people－strangers－you seem to know almost at once, don’t you?  
But I don’t think it means past lives, do you?  That was what I 
felt.45  
 
The favorable impression Sheelagh got from the stranger the stems from their blood 
relationship.  Sheelagh, who looks not to be fussy about trifles in the dialogue 
between her mother and her, instinctively understands his good feeling, being aware of 
nothing by herself, judging from the above. 
Ironically she realizes something she has on her mind, that is the discontent with 
her father－not the stranger－she has had, as follows:  
 
Sheelagh: . . . .  You know how fond I am of Daddy, but I do sometimes find it 
very hard－well, to say all that I mean－everything.  I think he is 
always interested and yet . . . well, I’m sure he doesn’t understand 
me, not quite as you do, you dear sweet thing.  He [The stranger] 
listened－as if even a schoolgirl.46
 
Sheelagh must have felt her present life was lacking－an unseen wall stands between 
her foster father and her.  She is so sensitive that her mother is shocked and flustered.  
Her mother would have been upset if her father had discovered the likelihood that 
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Sheelagh was not his real child.  It is not confirmed whether he already knows the 
fact or not.  Since Sleelagh’s mother had lost her head, her words lack coherence and 
Sheelagh is sorry for worrying her mother. 
 
Mother: . . . .  (Gropingly－as if against her will.)  You say you liked him?  
Why?  His voice?  How did he look?  (Anxiously.)  Did he, did he 
say that he might be coming to see you?  No, of course not. 
Sheelagh: Coming to see me?  Mother, how silly!  . . . .  And Daddy I’m 
sure . . . . 
Mother: Daddy?  What has Daddy to do with this?  I can’t imagine what he 
would say if he knew of it.  You must promise me, Sheelagh－on no 
account－to tell him even a syllable of what you have confided in me.  
He’d never have a happy moment again if he felt that . . . .  You 
promise? 
Sheelagh : If you ask.  Of course, Mother. 
Mother: You say he, this stranger－looked well?  Did he, did he seem happy, 
too? 
.  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .   
Mother: . . . .  He asked, you say, if I was happy?  Didn’t that strike you as 
curious? 
Sheelagh: I didn’t say so.  But he did.  Not so very “curious”.47
 
The mother is completely unaware that what she says is full of inconsistencies. The 
dialogue above illustrates that she wants to see the stranger, who used to be her lover, 
and that she does not want to ruin her present happy life and family.  That must be 
her real intention.  To put it another way, she would try to find out what her former 
lover thinks and how he is, using Sheelagh as the medium.  Similarly, the stranger 
who is Sheelagh’s real father would try to send a message to her mother.  In short, 
two adults indirectly communicate with each other through their daughter.  
 
Sheelagh: Why, he stayed silent a moment, and then he said, “Perhaps it 
would be as well to mention to your Mother that we’ve had this 
little talk.  Especially as you have gone on too far with me.  She 
may be anxious about you.  Tell her that I have been away from 
England a long time and shall be leaving again soon.  Say what a 
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pleasure it has been to talk to you”－to me, Mother!  “She will 
understand.”  Those were his very words.  And I suppose I must 
have looked a little anxious, too.  “Like Mother－like Daughter”, 
he said, and smiled again.48
 
Sheelagh’s mother receives her former lover’s message: “It was－kind of him to send 
me such a message.”49  Their reason and discretion prevent them from 
communicating directly.  Thus, they would never meet again.  In other words, 
Sheelagh is never to see her real father again.  She understands that vaguely because 
she says, “But－well－I don’t believe, somehow, that I shall ever see him again.”50  
The last words of her mother seem to tell not Sheelagh but herself: 
 
Mother: Sheelagh, my precious, precious one.  Don’t look at me like 
that!  . . . .  I am glad now that you were outspoken, and your own 
natural, impulsive self.  It was only that at first I was a little 
frightened, alarmed . . . .  All these years!  Why, you are crying, 
Silly; and－and so am I.  God bless you.51
 
Sheelagh’s mother keenly feels the passage of 12-13 years.  All the while she has had 
a guilty conscience for betraying her lover and concealing the truth from her daughter. 
Although the dialogues between the mother and her daughter seem incoherent, they 
understand and love each other.  The mother wishes her daughter happiness more 
than anyone else, while the daughter regrets having worried her mother.  Their short 
dialogues tell us that a surprising truth may lurk in a humdrum life. 
In “Miss Duveen” the dialogue between Arthur and Miss Duveen is a little off the 
point.  Arthur thinks it is one-sided conversation and her statements are rambling, 
because she sometimes babbles on like she was a child again and is sometimes so lost 
in thought Arthur is clean forgotten.  Miss Duveen, who has been isolated by mental 
infirmity, is very glad to have a good companion, or rather a good listener.  She takes 
it for granted that he understands her, as follows:   
 
‘I, you know,’ she said suddenly, . . . , ‘I am Miss Duveen, that’s not, they 
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say, quite the thing here.’  . . . .  Miss Duveen laughed gaily.  ‘He [Arthur] 
understands, he understands!’ she cried, as if to many listeners.  ‘Oh, what a 
joy it is in this world, Arthur, to be understood.  . . . . ’52
 
 ‘. . . .  Even I, if I must be called on, will strive to collect my thoughts.  And 
that is precisely where a friend, you, Arthur, would be so precious; to know 
that you too, in your innocence, will be helping me to collect my 
thoughts . . . .’53
 
We human beings must follow rules.  As we grow older, the rules we must follow 
increase in number.  Miss Duveen is, however, mentally a child; she is being 
overwhelmed by the increasing rules.  She is suggestive of those of today who are 
selfish and are poor at following rules, but is quite different from them.  She has been 
terrified and injured by something and longs for rest or peace.  Miss Duveen worries 
about what others think of her until her death.  Her statements sometimes have 
truth about life and death: “. . . that is how exceedingly sad life is.”54  “Whispering, 
wrangling, shouting: the flesh is a grievous burden.”55  “Everything goes on and on－
and round!”56  To borrow Whistler’s phrase, Miss Duveen’s “crooked, disjointed view of 
life’s predicament . . . penetrates essential truth now and then, just as the child’s 
does.”57
On the other hand, Arthur feels he is somehow out of tune with her, talking with her 
as an old friend.  Gradually he is realizing he is not normal, but odd.  It is surprising 
that he can observe himself objectively and properly though he is a young boy and has 
no advisors.  Miss Duveen, whose manners and words are sometimes eccentric, may 
be a person who is an example to Arthur of what not to be.  In other words, Arthur 
can have a good grasp of himself thanks to the unusual communication with her. 
Let us turn to another short story, “Crew,” masterpiece of all his ghost stories,58 in 
which a stranger talks to the main character ‘me’ (his name is not revealed) 
confidentially about himself, or rather, confesses his crime.  ‘I’ met the stranger, a 
man by the name of Mr. Blake (it is doubtful whether it is his real name) at a railway 
station at the winter dusk.  Mr. Blake used to be a servant at the vicarage; he tried to 
kill other servants in order to have the fortune of the minister all to himself.  By his 
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artifice, the gardener who didn’t get along with Mr. Blake was dismissed and 
committed suicide by hanging himself; a young fellow of the name of George became 
neurotic and died. But we cannot find any evidence to prove that Mr. Blake is the 
guilty party.  He is disappointed only when he discovers that the ‘fortune’ was not 
substantial.  Although he never seems to feel guilty about the death of his colleagues, 
something could have been weighing on him.  Thus, when he told ‘me’ his past, he 
unburdened himself.  Mr. Blake must have wanted to give vent to his pent-up 
feelings to get peace of mind.  “And perhaps a complete stranger makes a better 
receptacle for a certain kind of confidences than one’s intimates.  He tells no tales.”59  
Mr. Blake merely wanted to talk about himself; ‘I’ was more inclined to listen than talk.  
This one-way communication is a kind of counseling, which brings out the hidden 
truth of the murder.  
“Missing,” which is considered one of de la Mare’s best three sinister stories, closely 
resembles “Crew” because of what is left unsaid and unadmitted.60  The daylight 
mystery of “Missing” is, however, more appealing than the twilight mystery of “Crew.”  
“Missing” hints more obviously than “Crew” that the stranger who confesses his secret 
to the main character ‘me’ is a murderer.  ‘I’ (his name is not revealed in the same 
way as “Crew”) met a stranger by the name of Mr. Bleet in a tea shop in London on a 
too hot summer afternoon.  At first he spoke to ‘me.’  Since ‘I’ had nothing to do and 
detested going outside which was very hot like an oven, ‘I’ ended up having to listen to 
his past.  He talked about Miss Dutton, who had been missing for a year.  She was 
an attractive and refined woman who was kind to his mentally challenged sister.  As 
soon as she got married with Mr. Bleet, she revealed her true character. She was 
strong-minded and liked comfort and luxury.  She blew up at his sister and dismissed 
a maid-servant.  Mr. Bleet “was pressed and pushed on to a point that some would 
say was beyond human endurance.”61  Judging from his sister’s suggestive words and 
his confession-like speech seen in the following quotations, readers think Mr. Bleet 
killed Miss Dutton and camouflaged her disappearance.  She is still missing to this 
day. 
‘ “Oh,” she [Mr. Bleet’s sister] said, “she’s [Miss Dutton’s] gone.  And she 
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won’t come back now.  . . . .  William [Mr. Bleet], you know better than me－
I won’t say anything more.  Gone.  . . . .”62
 
 ‘. . . .  I [Mr. Bleet] have nothing left now.  . . . .  But I have to go back－
can’t sleep much though: wake up shouting.  . . . .  I don’t want anything 
now.  I’d as lief die and have done with it, if I could do it undriven.  I’ve 
never seen a desert, but I reckon I know what the inside of one’s like now.  I 
stop thinking sometimes, and get dressed without knowing it.  . . . .’63
 
Mr. Bleet, who is different from Mr. Blake, suffers from a guilty conscience.  Since he 
murdered Miss Dutton, he has had no peace of mind.  He is unable to commit suicide 
and is very much afraid of being arrested. Nevertheless, he has given ‘me’ a hint that 
suggests making a confession.  He might have hoped at heart that his crime would be 
revealed by someone.  
 
 ‘. . . .  Haven’t I wasted the better part of a Saturday afternoon listening to 
a story which, . . . ?  What’s it all to me, may I ask?  . . . .’64
 
He [Mr. Bleet] seemed to have been reduced to a state of physical and 
spiritual helplessness as if by an extremity of emotion, or by a drug.  It was 
nauseating.  It confused me and made me ashamed and miserable.65
 
Considering the passage above, ‘I’ don’t think at all that Mr. Bleet is a murderer, but 
feel something wicked in his words, tone, gestures and manners－the communication 
with him.  ‘I’－the counselor cannot bear the responsibility, while Mr. Bleet, who 
receives counseling, gets irritated by ‘my’ dull reaction.  At last they explode with 
anger.  Soon, however, they recover their self-control and part from each other.  It is 
certain that they will never meet again. They could not communicate well with each 
other.  However, there is no doubt that truth or real intention exists in their 
communication. 
Mr. Blake looks like a ghost at the dark station; his story itself sounds like a 
nightmare.  On the other hand, Mr. Bleet’s speech seems to be a mirage made by 
stifling heat.  Both incidents can occur in our real society.  In other words, they are 
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hidden close to us without being noticed.  Through various types of communication 
Walter de la Mare may warn us of the convoluted mind of the moderns－the fearful 
possibility anyone can invite evil in through a crack in his mind. 
 
 
Conclusion 
 
According to Edward T. Hall, “Any culture is primarily a system for creating, 
sending, storing, and processing information. Communication underlies everything”66 
and “communication constitutes the core of culture and indeed of life itself.”67  Thus, 
communication is not merely a means of transmission, because “when people 
communicate they do much more than just toss the conversational ball back and 
forth.”68  That is to say, people send a message to others, while they themselves 
receive the message and respond to it.  By communicating with others, we can convey 
our own intensions, feelings and thoughts to other people and at the same time we can 
communicate with ourselves.  Moreover, “all of us are sensitive to subtle changes in 
the demeanor of the other person as he responds to what we are saying or doing.”69  
Here, we realize again that those who are poor in communicating with others or have 
little or no communication with others cannot function well in society.  They can 
neither look at themselves objectively nor reflect on themselves.  In other words, 
communicating with others makes us find our true self, because the self cannot exist 
alone and independently and exists in the relations between the self and others, 
namely the inside and the outside world.  Therefore, communication forms the basis 
of human relations. 
Because we are human beings, we cannot escape our various feelings such as 
goodwill, hatred, hostility, anger and sorrow that spring up when we communicate 
with other people.  Communication often causes many troubles and obstacles that 
make the human relations of today unstable, which raises public interest.  That is 
because in contemporary society people are not always contented with mutual 
understanding and consideration in spite of having a wealth of words and information.  
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Satisfying communication is not formed without keeping an open mind even in 
affluent circumstances.  
Walter de la Mare deals with problems concerning communication which hold true 
for contemporary society in his works.  That is not because he was a man of foresight 
but because he always put a light on the darkness that lurked unnoticed in our minds.  
While he described a fantastic and mysterious mood peculiar to him, he never turned 
his eyes away from reality and was engaged in themes which were not influenced by 
the times.  The following passage clearly proves this: 
 
Writers of sensibility, like Walter de la Mare, Eleanor Farjeon and John 
Masefield, turned to worlds of the imagination or to remote times.  Such 
writers were not hiding from reality; they preferred to interpret timeless 
themes, like the necessity of courage and the truth of love, without relating 
them directly to the ills of contemporary society.70
 
Walter de la Mare is an ordinary Englishman; he is neither wicked nor odd. It seems 
reasonable to suppose that his eccentric characters are exaggerated or magnified to 
indicate the dark or wicked parts that lurk in human minds.  Every man has a dark 
part inside his mind even if he never shows it to the outside world.  Thus, it is no 
wonder that an ordinary person can intend to kill someone that has annoyed him or 
her.  That sort of warped thinking which lies latent in a corner of the human 
mind—what we call the heart or the truth—can be easily caught by a man of keen 
observation and insight like de la Mare through casual conversations in everyday life.  
De la Mare would probably have felt sympathy with the warped part of the mind, 
because anyone can possess it.  It would be better to say that his eccentric characters 
may magnify one facet of de la Mare’s personality, and his odd children in his works 
may have reproduced and magnified according to de la Mare’s own remembrances.  
The followings examples illustrate this: little de la Mare’s world was ruled by petticoat 
government just like Andrew in “The Magic Jacket” and Samuel in “A Nose,” because 
he grew up as the youngest boy in his family with only one brother and five females.71  
Arthur in “Miss Duveen” “comes very close to de la Mare’s own remembered self, with 
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his acute powers of observation and his ambivalent feelings of compassion, 
detachment, repulsion and curiosity.”72
Judging from the thought of his times, de la Mare would have been unconscious of 
communication and its related problems.  However, he, eminent as a poet, must have 
been well familiar with the importance and danger of words, which can hurt people 
and can occasionally put them on the wrong course in life.  In short, communication 
must have been a theme whose importance he could grasp instinctively.  Moreover, 
since some of the works he created belong to the mental world where characters are 
not swayed by the times and social conditions, his themes, which are still original and 
up-to-date, can strongly impress readers.  Therefore, de la Mare gently and 
accurately indicates various problems which trouble modern society. 
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